THE SCENE IS CHANGED

three in the morning, attracted much attention. The reason
was that on the only previous occasion when chess was
played there, a Pole who had borne his losses at roulette
with apparent resignation had drawn a revolver and shot
himself on losing a chess game to a compatriot. We said,
justly, that Englishmen are not Poles. Next day we walked
together over the hills above Monte Carlo, and through La
Turbie, where the mothers threaten their troublesome sons
that if they are naughty they will not be croupiers when they
grow up. Then, having eaten ripe figs from the trees of
this Roman place of execution, we descended and took train
for Marseilles, Paris and London.

Considering critically the mood of fifteen years ago, I
now find in it undeniable traces of what the left wing would
call " bourgeois escapism ". Yes, Austria was the escapist
country for many years between the wars, and Venice has
always been the escapist city and the Mediterranean the
escapist sea. But I have never liked any of them for that
reason only, or mainly ; and now that the mood is past and
only the tale remains, let us grant that they have their own
place in the theatrical picture of the time.
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